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' My eyesight's going/ he thought. He had
known this for some time but had not expected to
find so dim a view as now when the very walls of the
Cathedral seemed to spread like the wings of a bird,
when he could scarcely distinguish King Harry
against the grey-white sky, when there was, he would
have sworn, some figure standing motionless in the
West Door, watching him.

Would he never see the Cathedral clearly again?
Was he really going blind? Or was this some kind
of spiritual recedence, as though the Cathedral were
indeed only what you made of it, as though it slipped
from your fingers at the very moment when you
thought you had it firmly? His whole life had been
spent in the effort to catch it, hold it, present it as
his great prize, and now, that silent figure ironically
watching, it turned into mist before his eyes!

* I must go up to London and see that oculist
Dale was telling me about/ he thought.

But there was that smell of dried blood in his
nostrils. He would not go down to the town as he
intended, but rather home, be warm by the fire and
look at the new additions to his 'Nineties collection
that had arrived from London.

But, strangely enough, within his room he did
not feel any safer. Here in this house, Number 8
the Precincts, he had been for over thirty-six years.
He remembered, as though it had been yesterday,
how he had been driven up in the smelly cab (he
remembered even the name of the cabman, old
Fawcett, long, long since dead), polite Mrs. Clay at
the door. . . .

The house itself had been his friend from the
beginning. It .had been owned, he remembered,